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To what a height their ire they carry'd,
How oft they thrusted and they parry'd;
But as these champions kept dispensing,
Finesses in the art of fencing,
A furious vulture took upon her                           45
Quick to decide this point of honour,
And, lawyer like, to make an end on 't,
Devour'd both plaintiff and defendant.
Thus, often in our British nation,
(I speak by way of application)                            50
A lie direct to some hot youth,
The giving which perhaps was truth,
The treading on a scoundrel's toe,
Or dealing impudence a blow,
Disputes in politics and law,                                 55
About a feather and a straw;
A thousand trifles not worth naming,
In whoring, jockeying, and gaming,
Shall cause a challenge's inditing,
And set two loggerheads at fighting.                     60
Meanwhile the father of despair,
The prince of Vanity and air,
His querry, like an hawk discovering,
O'er their devoted heads hangs hovering,
Secure to get in his tuition,                                  65
These volunteers for black perdition.